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his game should be wasted in the fire, if the blister should ; 
rise any more : so pressing his left thumb to it, he caused j 
it to burst, and the said thumb feeling a sensation of! 
burning, he claps it into his mouth to cool ; and oh, what 1 
a change— he, who, until that moment wa« as little ! 
troubled with knowledge as with care; and, as the saying ! 
is, " knew not a II from a bull's foot" — the instant his 
thumb came between his teeth he felt as wise and prudent '■ 
as if he was a hundred years old — all his future glories— ' 
all the failures of his foes, and all his own achievements 
flashed before his eyes, and he saw prospectively how that 
Ireland and Caledonia would ring with his fame, and both 
contend for the honour of giving him birth. 

Thus it was that Fin M'Coul, instead of King Cormac, 
happened on the salmon of knowledge; and time and vour 
patience, good reader, would fail me, to recount all his 
succeeding renowned deeds. — Sketches in Ireland. 

POPULATION OF IRELAND IN 1831. 
Having in a former number given an enumeration of 
Ireland's inhabitants, we now add to it the last census. 

LEINSTEtt. 

Counties. Population. 

Carlow SI, .576 



IRISH SOLDIER. 



Dublin 

Dublin City 

Kildare 

Kilkenny 

Kilkenny City 

King's 

Longford 

Louth 

Droyheda Town 

Meath 

Queen's 

Westmeath 

Athlone Town 

Wexford 

Wicklow . 



183,042 
•203,652 
108,401 
169,283 
lii3,741 
144,029 
112,391 
108.168 

17,30.5 
177,023 
145,843 
136,799 

11,362 
182,991 
122,308 



During the late war in Portugal, and while the army- 
was on its march to Merida, an Irish soldier having drank 
rather freely, quitted the ranks. He had scarcely done so, 
before he fell into a sound sleep, from which he did not 
awake, till very late in the evening. — .Alone, and in» an 
uninhabited part of the country, the poor fellow knew not 
whither to turn himself. He upbraided himself for his 
misconduct, and fancied himself already condemned by a 
court martial, and the sentence ready to be executed. To 
a village on his left he directed his steps, to see if some 
friendly individual would plead for him at head-quarters. 
—In this village he was informed there were two French 
soldiers concealed. — A thought darted across his mind, 
that if he could get them secured, he would be able to 
carry them into Almeida as prisoners, and thereby procure 
his pardon. — In an instant he loaded his musket, proceed- 
ed to the house where the Frenchmen lay, disarmed them, 
and in two hours after marched them "off in triumph. — 
Some officers of the 71st regiment seeing a British soldier 
with two Frenchmen as prisoners, coming from the oppo- 
site side of the river, where none of the allied troops were 
at that time quartered, asked the soldier, " What men are 
these you have got ?" He replied, " By St. Patrick, 
your honours, I cannot tell, but I believe they are French- 
men, and it's mvself had the devil's own work in catching 
them !" 





Total . 


1,927,974 
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ONNAUGIIT. 




Galway 


. ■ . 


394,287 


Galway Town 


► 


' 33,120 


Lcitrim 




141,303 


Mayo 




367,956 


Roscommon 




239,903 


Sligo 


Total . 


171,508 




1,348,077 




MliNSTBR. 








258,262 


Cork, East Riding 


407,935 ) 
292,424 J . ■ 


700,359 


West Riding 


Cork City . 


. 


107,007 


Kerry 




219,989 


Limerick 


. • . . • 


233,505 


Limerick City, includin 
extra parochial 


g St. Francis Abbey 


I 66,575 


Tipperary . 


* 


40-2,598 


Water ford . 




148,077 


Waterford City . 





•28,821 



Antrim 

Carrickfergus Town 

Armagh 

Cavan 

Donegal 

Down 

Fermanagh 

Londonderry 

Monaghan . 

Tyrone 



Ulster. 



Total . 2,165,193 

314,008 
8,698 
220,651 
228,050 
298,104 
352,571 
149,555 
222,416 
195,532 
302,943 



Total . 2,293,128 
Note. — There are sixteen parishes in the county Kerry, 
and one parish in the county Cork, the returns for which 
are outstanding-, from unavoidable circumstances. 



COBBETT'S COURTSHIP. 

Our readers need not be afraid that when we mention 
Mr. Cobbett's name, we are going to touch upon politics. 
No ; if nothing else would prevent us, self preservation 
would, and that preserves many a man from doing rash, 
foolish, or improper things, when every motive else has 
failed. 

Mr. Cobbett has written a little volume entitled, 
" Advice to young men and women," in which there is a 
great deal of good sense and sound reasoning, mingled, of 
course, with much rigmarole. In that part of it which 
gives directions to a lover,he introduces the history of his 
courts/tip, which it would be presumptuous to attempt to 
give in any other but his own words : 

" When I first saw my wife, she was thirteen years old, 
and I was within about a nionth of twenty-one. She was 
the daughter of a Serjeant of artillery, and I was 'the 
Serjeant-Major of a regiment of foot, both stationed in 
forts near the city of St. John in the Province of New- 
Brunswick. I sat in the same room with her for about 
an hour, in company with others, and I made up my 
mind, that she was the very girl for me. That I thought 
her beautiful is certain, for that I had always said should 
be an indispensable qualification ; but I saw in her what I 
deemed marks of that sobriety of conduct of which I have 
said so much, and which has been by far the greatest 
blessing of my life. It was now dead of winter, and, of 
course, the snow several feet deep on the ground, and the 
weather piercing cold. It was my habit, when I had done 
my morning's writing, to go out at break of day to take 
a walk on a hill at the foot of which our barracks lay. In 
about three mornings after I had first seen her, I had, by 
an invitation to breakfast with me, got up two young men 
to join me in my walk ; and our road lay by the house of 
her father and mother. It was hardly light, but she was 
out on the snow, scrubbing out a washing-tub. " That's 
the girl for mc,'' said I, when we had got out of her 
hearing. One of these young men came to England soon 
afterwards ; and he, who keeps an inn in Yorkshire, came 
over to Preston, at the time of the election, to verify 
whether I were the same man. When he found that I 
was, he appeared surprised ; but what was his surprise, 
when I told him that those tall young men, whom he saw- 
around me, were the sons of that pretty little girl that he 
and I saw scrubbing out the washing-tub on the snow in 
New-Brunswick at day-break in the morning ! 

" From the day that I first spoke to her, I never had a 
thought of her ever being the wife of any ether man, 
more than I had a thought of her being transformed into 
a chest of drawers ; and I formed my resolution at once, 
to marry her as soon as we could get permission, and to 
get out of the army as soon as I could. So that this 
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matter was, at once, settled as firmly as if written in the 
book of fata. At the end of about six months, my regi- 
ment, and I along with it, were removed to Fuedehick- 
tos, a distance of a hundred miles, up the river of St. 
John; and, which was worse, the artillery were expected 
to go off to England a year or two before our regiment ! 
The*rtillery went, and she along with them ; and now it 
was that I acted a part becoming a real and sensible lover. 
I was aware, that, when she got to that gay place, Wool- 
wich, the house of her father and mother, necessarily 
visited by numerous persons not the most select, might 
become unpleasant to her, and I also did not like be- 
sides, that she should continue to work hard. I had 
saved a hundred and fifty guineas, the earnings of my early 
hours, in writing for the paymaster, the quartermaster, and 



with the refinements of modern art, still retain a great deal 
of the simple arid touching beauty that characterizes the 
earlier melodies of our country. 

Of the melodies of these musicians, those of Carolan, the 
last great bard of Erin, are well known, but the composi- 
tions of his immediate predecessor, Connellan, are less fami- 
liar to the publi ••, and are far too little appreciated. Un- 
fortunately but little is known of his history, and but few 
of his melodies have been preserved ; but those few, are 
in their kind, of unrivalled beauty, and far superior to the 
compositions of Carolan. From Mr. Hardiman's valuable 
" Irish Minstrelsy," we learn that Thomas O'Connellan was 
born at Cloony Mahon in the county of Sligo, early in 
the seventeenth century, and died in Lough Gur in the 
county of Limerick, some time previous to the year 1700. 



others, in addition to the savings of my own pay. I sent Of the rem lining airs generally attributed to him are, 
her all my money, before she sailed ; and wrote to her to "the Jointure ," " If to a foreign clime I go;" "Love in 
beg of her, if she found her home uncomfortable, to hire secret'' which truly "dallies with the innocence of love, 
a lodging with respectable people : and, at any rate, not ] like the old age ;" " Planxty Davis," which is known to the 
to spare the money, by any means, but to buy herself i Scot.-h as "the battle of Kallicranky ;" and the "breach of 
good clothes, and to live without hard work, until I Aughrim," which is more popularly known under the name 
arrived in England"; and I, in order to induce her to lay | of the " Farewell to Lochaber." These later melodies 



out the money, told her that I should get plenty more 
before I came home. 

"As the malignity of the devil would have it, we were 
kept abroad two years longer than our time, Mr. Pitt 
(England not being so tame then as she is now) having 
knocked up a dust with Spain about Nootka Sound. Oh, 
how I cursed Nootka Sound, and poor bawling Pitt too, 
lam afraid! At the end of four years, however, home 
I came ; landed at Portsmouth, and got my discharge 
from the army by the great kindness of poor Lobd 
EowAarj Fitzgerald, who was then the Major of my 
regiment. I found my little girl a servant of all work (and 
hard work it was,) at five pounds a year, in the house of a 
Captain Biiisac; and without hardly saying a word 
about the matter, she put into my hands the whole of my 
hundred and fifty guineas unbroken ! ' 



IRISH MUSIC-THE I-IABPER - CONNELLAN. 

There is perhaps nothing of which an Irishman may 
feel more justly proud than the native melodies of his 
country. Whatever tone of feeling they assume — whether 
ol' cheerfulness or of tenderness, of wild merriment, or of I 
deep sorrow, there is in them a grace and d.rlicacy of feel- 
ing, and a force and earnestness of passion, such as we 
in vain look for in the national music of any other country 
in the world, and which, as an unerring index of national 
character, is most honorable to our little land of song. Our 
inestimable bard, Thomas Moore, has erred deplorably in 
supposing that our fine melodies must be of modern date, 
because " it is difficult to conceive those polished speci- 
mens of the art to be anterior to the dawn of modern im- 
provements." True melody— the music of the soul, has 
no mortal artist for its inventor, it has been implanted in 
man's nature, as a pure and heavenly gift, by the great 
Creator himself, and the greatest masters of the art in 
modern days in vain attempt to rival the soul possessing 
and unaffected melodies of t!ie unlearned minstrels of an- 
cient days. In what did the real secret of the wizard 
Paganini's powers of astonishing or binding as by a spell 
the feelings of his hearers consist? > : ot in his extraordi- 
nary powers as an artist, great and matchless as those 
powers were in mastering the .difficulties of art— but in 
the deep passion — the entire soul which he threw into a 
simple melody. Let our readers remember his perform- 
ance of "the prayer" by Rossini— the dead silence by 
which thousands were enchained, the palpitating hearts, 
the streaming, eyes, aud he will find how greatly superior 
in its effect a simple melody performed with passionate 
expression, is to the most elaborate and refined labours of 
modern art. But it will be said, this magical melody is Ita- 
lian! We reply it is not. It is but a slight variation of 
the. well known song " How stands the glass around," com- 
posed by our countryman, General Wolfe, in the very 
soul and spirit <jf the music of his country! Our most 
beautiful melodies are indeed the most simple and the most 
ancient -^their origin is involved in the dim obscurity of 
time. We had composers^ however, within the last two 
rpnhmes, whose strains,, while they betray an acquaintance 



were introduced into Scotland after his death by a brother 
of the deceased bard's, named Laurence. 

According to tradition, the skill of O'Connellan as a 
performer was equal to his inventive powers as a composer, 
and Mr. Hardiman has preserved a little Irish ode address 
ed to him in praise of his matchless powers, in a strain of 
poetic beauty worthy of the occasion which gave it birth. — 
We present it to our readers in a new English dress : 

ODE TO THE MINST&EL o"cONNEIXAN. 

Wherever harp note ringeth 

Ierne's isle around, 
Thy hand its sweetness flingetb, 

Surpassing mortal sound. 
Thy spirit-music speaketh 

Above the minstrel throng, 
And thy rival vainly seeketh 

The secret of thy song ! 

Jn the castle, in the shieling, 

In foreign kingly hall, 
Thou art master of each feeling, 

And honoured first of all 1 
Thy wild and wizard finger 

Sweepeth chords unknown to art, 
And melodies that linger 

In the memory of the heart ! 
Though fairy music slumbers 

By forest-glade, and hill, 
In thy unearthly numbers 

Men say 'tis living still ! 
All its compass of wild sweetness 

Thy master hand obeys, 
As its airy fitful fleetness 

O'er harp and heartstring plays 
By thee the thrill of anguish 

Is softly lulled to rest ; 
By thee the hopes that languish 

Rekindled in the breast. 
Thy spirit chaseth sorrow 

Like morning mists away, 
And gaily robes to-morrow 

In the gladness of thy lay ! 



In announcing that we have now reached a circulation of thiktt 
thqusako, we confess that we are actuated by some little impulse of 
'vanity. It certainly is cause at selF-congratulation that we have esta- 
blished a nation al work j and though a few of our prudent friends have 
advi&ed us not to talk much about either our work or our circulation, but 
let both ajieak for themselves, -we must sav that our ambition is to rival 
even the great London penny publications, and which but f;>r peculiar 
circumstances, we w6uld have done ere this. Among other thing*, our 
paper and our wood-cuts will not be unattended to. 
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